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Up; 


i5Midl° mmer nrgnteFareame. 

rtumnt : thePocts pennctunies thtm to ftapcs, 

I Itoto “°; hi ”& a 'f a111 hab ' ta . Ilon ? 

A da name. Such trickes h ath {hong imagination, 

Thatifit wouldbut apprehend iome io\, 

Itcomprehends fome bnnger ofthac ioy. 

Orin the night, imagining lome feare. 

How eafic is a bufli luppoi’d a Bcare? 

m, Burial! the flory of the night told ouer. 

And all their mindstransfigur’d Co together, 
jdorewitnefleth than fancies images, 

Andgrowesto fomething of great conftancy: 

r - . . . , , r -.. n Buthowfoener, ihange and admirable. _ 

meeteprelcntlyattnepalace,eucrymanlookeorfhispi' Enter ;Ly lander ,Dcmetrius,Herrma and 
For, the ihorc and the long is,our play is preferd , | n a; Helena, 

cafe let Thifby haue cleane linnenrand letnot him.tk T k Here come the louers, full of ioy and mirth, 
plaies the Lyon, pare hisnsiles: for they {hall hang « w gentle friends, ioy and <refh dates’ 
for the Lyons clawes. And mofi deare A&ors, eatenoO ofloue accompany your heirts, 
nions, nor garlic ke ; for we ate to vttcr fweete breath :a k/.More then to vs, waice in your royall walkes, your 
Ido not doubt but to hear t!iemfay,itisafwceteComci; horde, your bedde. (haue a 

No more worries. A* a v T k, Come now rwhat maskes, what dauncesfhallwcc 


arcanTer^-^ 

or nothing, 

Cuter Bottom. 

Hot. Where arethefe lads? Where are thefc hares? 
Quin, 'Bottom, 6 moll couragious day/O moftha 
houre/ 1 

5o/r.Mafters,Tamtodifcourfe wonders: butaske 
not what. ForifI tell you,! am not true Athenian, U 
tell you euery thing right as it fell out. 

Quin. Let vs heare, i weete Zbmw, 

Bot* Not a word of mee, All that 1 will tell youjs th 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparrell together n 0 j 

firings to your bcardes, new ribands to 5k 


your punipi 


No more wordes- Away, go away. 

Enter Thelcus, Hyppolita, <iWPhiIofirate. 
mp, Tisftrange,my T^e/?»r,thatthefelcuersfpeakeci 
rhe. More ftraunge then true. I neuer may belecuc 
Thcfe antique fables,nor thefc Faiiy toves. 
Louers,and mad men haue fudi leething braines, 
Such fhaping phantafies,that apprehend more, 
Thencoolereafon euer comprehfnds.Thelunaticlc, 
The louer, and the Poet are ofimagination all compift 
One lees more diuels,thcn vafi heil can holder 
That is the mad man. The louer, all as frantick. 

Sees Helent beauty in a brow oCtAEgj 
The Poets eye, in a fine frenzy, rolJing,doth glance 
From heauen to earth, from earth toheauen. And as 
imagination bodies forth the form esof things 


. .. 


Toweareaway this long ageof threchours,betweene 
Or afterfupper,& bed-time? Where isourvfuall manages 

Ofmirth?Wh at Reuels are in hand?Is there no play, 

Toeafe the anguifh of a corcuring hower? Call Philojlrat to 
Hiloflrate.Hcxe mighty Thefeus^ 
Tfe.Say,whatabridgementhaue youforthis eueningr 
What m ask e, what muficke? how lhall we beguile 

Thela7.ytymc,ifnot with fome delight? 

Pkiloft , There is a biiefc,how many fports arc ripe e 
Wake choycc,ofwhich your Highneffe will fee firfi, 

Tie.The battell with the centaaresio be fung. 

By an .4rta«MHEunuche, to the Harpe? 

Weele none of thar % That haue Itolde my louc, 
b glory of my kinfman Hercules , 

ttt ryot of the tipfie Bachatut/s » i 
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